treasures of price under the heavy arches, in the
long roofed-over lanes. The bazaars of Tunis seem
minute, of Damascus ephemeral, of Cairo dressed
up, of Jerusalem crushed together and stifling, when
compared with the vast bazaars of Stamboul, which
have a solidity, a massiveness, unshared by their
rivals. 1 saw there many cheap goods such as I have
seen on certain booths in the East End of London,
but they were surrounded with a certain pomp and
dignity, with a curious atmosphere of age. Some
parts of the bazaars are narrow. Others are broad
and huge, with great cupolas above them, and, far
up, wooden galleries running round them. Now
and then you come upon an old fountain of stained
marble and dim faience about which men are squat-
ting on their haunches to wash their faces and hands*
and their carefully bared arms. The lanes are paved
and are often slippery. Just under the lofty roof
there are windows of white glass, and about them,
and on arches and walls, there are crude decorations
in strong blues and purples, yellows and greens.
The serious merchants from many lands do not
beset you with importunities as you pass; but some-
times a lustrous pair of eyes invites you to pause, or
a dark and long-fingered hand gently beckons you
toward a jewel, a prayer-carpet, a weapon, or some-
thing strange in silver or gold or ivory.

One day a man from Bagdad invited me to buy a
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